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if it had been a village ; not a gun was in its place ;
not a sentinel was to be seen; not one 'Who goes
there?5 stopped us; as if there had been no ram-
parts, gates, or garrison. Enraged by this indiffer-
ence, I bade the first drummer I met sound the alarm,
announcing the enemy which was pursuing me. The
commander at last woke up and closed tHe gates*
He said he had been forgotten by the Minister,
and had received no orders; that his garrison was
insufficient, without food, without a single gun-car-
riage in proper condition." Then speaking of the
spirit of the army, the brave general went on sadly:
" What had become of the joyous, brilliant animation
of our sturdy and victorious young men? What a
change had come about! Their faces marked with
wounds and vigils now appeared grave and care-
worn! Their once calm and confident brows were
now bald, or their hair was bleached, not by age, but
by the fatigues of distant wars; and all were now
depressed by the pain of seeing our country, hitherto
victorious, threatened in its turn, by the disgrace and
the horrors of conquest! There was the same differ-
ence in their talk: instead of merry stories, and
voices loud with confidence, there were Auttered
phrases, full to be sure of jests, but these were forced,
bitter, derisive even of ourselves, as if anticipating
those of the enemy, at last our master, and ready
doubtless to repay with usury all the humiliations
that for more than fourteen years we Bad inflicted on *
them."